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then engaged the girl to sit to me; she was as
usual full of engagements. I wrote my name at
the bottom of her long list, and I had to wait three
weeks for my turn. At that time, fortunately for
me, I had two young lady friends modelling in the
room where Grazia was to sit for her bust. One of
the ladies was the youngest daughter of the cele-
brated Mr. Somerville; the other was Miss Lloyd1 of
Rhagatt, N. Wales. She is very clever in painting
and modelling animals. Miss Somerville spoke
Italian beautifully, and kept Grazia in the best
humour possible all the time of the sittings. Grazia
believed that every Signora Inglese could speak her
language; it was dangerous for any lady to come
and look at her and not to say a word to her. I
have forgotten to mention a painful incident which
happened at the studio of Mr. B., portrait-painter.
Lady ------ came in to look at Grazia.    Her
Ladyship understood Italian, but never said one
word to the girl; when she was retiring out of
the room, not yet out, Grazia cried out with all
her might, " Che brutta vecchia !"2 Poor B, could
not say a word to her for having insulted her
Ladyship in his studio.
I took immense pains with the bust, and felt
happy to model such an extraordinary beauty.
There came one day a lady anxious to see Grazia,
1  Miss Lloyd was a pupil of Gibson's,
2  " What an ugly old frump !"